ON   FLOWERS   AND   FLOWER-GARDENS.                   159

no millioniaro amongst them over spent sucli an amount of money
as tlii-s upon flowers alone."A*

I shall close the poetical quotations on the Rose   with one of
Shakespeare's sonnets.

0 how much more doth beauty beauteous seem,,

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give .

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it doom

For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye

As the perfumed tincture of the roses,

Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly,

When summer's breath then masked buds discloses j

But for their virtue only is their show,

They live unwoo'd and unrespccted fade ;

Die to themselves.   Sweet Roses do not so ;
"          Of then sweet deaths aic sweetest odoius made :

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth;,

When that shall fade, my voido distils your truth.

There are many hundred acres of rose trees at Ghazeeporo
which are cultivated for distillation, and making " attar."
There are large fields of roses in England also, for the manu-
facture of rose-water.

There is  a story about the origin  of attar of Roses.    The
Princess  Nounnahal  caused a large  tank, on   winch  she used
to  be rowed  about   with  the great  Mogul, to  be  filled with
rose-water.    The heat of the sun separating   the  water from
the essential oil of the rose, the latter was observed to be float-
ing on   the surface.    The discovery  was   immediately  turned
to  good account.    At Ghazcepoor, the essence^ aita or uttar or
otto, or whatever it should be called, is obtained with great sim-
plicity and case.     After the rose water is prepared it is put into
large open  vessels which are left out at niglit.     Early in the
morning the oil that floats upon the surface is skimmed off, or
sucked up with fine dry -cotton wool, put into bottles, and care-
fully sealed.    Bishop Heber  says  that  to   produce  one rupee's
weight of atta 200,000 well grown roses arc required, and that

* Mary Howitt mentions that amongst the private cultivators of roses in
the neighbourhood of London, the well-known publisher Mr. Henry S. Bohn
is particularly distinguished. In his garden, at Twickenham one thousand
varieties of the rose are brought to great perfection. He gives a soit of
floial fete to his fiicnds in the height of the rose season.            *